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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
ON THE EDGE 

GONE UNDER 

Rob had ambition, came to Africa 

To live the strenuous life and make a fortune. 

He had energy, his mother's money, and a boy's high hope. 

He met a planter — tobacco was the thing! — 

Was offered shares. 

He put in all he had; 

He worked — God, he sweat blood 

Rounding up niggers in the broiling sun, 

Planting, digging, trying hard for sales! 

Cigars were not two pounds the thousand lot. 

His partner used to loll in a long chair 

Groggy with whiskey, kissing his black girl. 

Rob cleared out finally, picked clean. 

He tried for jobs, had fever, lost his nerve. . . . 

Bubunde nursed him — cynical old chief. 

Rob took his girl to wife to get her cows, 

And grows his manioc on her fertile land, 

And smokes his pipe and drinks banana beer. 

Sometimes we chat of evenings — 

But by day he keeps away. 

THE WHITE FATHER 

Men never know what's written in their stars. 
Paul was a cadet of an old French line; 
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Cecil John 

A lad, he was devout, on fire to serve, 

Became pere blanc, wore robes, and grew a soft brown 

beard. 
Three times in Africa he learned new tongues 
To bring the blacks to Christ; 

He baptized greasy babes, confirmed half-naked urchins, 
Wed savages in skins and beads 
And heard thick-lipped confessions. . . . 
He heard one too many — 
A slim young jade in scarlet calico, 
Bare-shouldered, saucy-eyed, 
Came whispering. 

Later he in his turn confessed the wrong he'd done, 

The coming trouble. One child more or less 

To native wenches would not shake the world; 

But his superior was virtuous — 

Paul was unfrocked, no longer a pere blanc. 

He married that black girl; 

He brought their black brat to the Holy Fount, 

By his small hut — he tried to keep it clean; 

He grew good vegetables to sell to the few Europeans of 

the post. 
At last he shot himself. 

Not in the consecrated ground 
Could he find burial, 
But on a lonely hillside, weighted down 
With stones to keep the beasts away. 
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